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THE  DAY  AFTER  DEATH 


The  day  after  death 
I followed  the  line  of  the  forest, 
the  still  bone  trees  of  the  forest. 

I became  bark,  and  dark  earth,  and  root, 

the  stream  that  cracked  rock  from  the  cold. 

The  day  after  death 
I dropped  from  the  sky, 

met  the  challenge  of  eagles, 
the  cry  of  the  gull,  became 
the  soft  sheath  of  a sparrow. 

The  day  after  death 
I broke  with  the  sea, 
fell  dark  in  the  deep, 
swam  the  silence  of  sound, 
the  white  edge  of  the  ocean. 

The  day  after  death 
I wept  with  the  wind, 

wound  by  lovers  who  found  new  flowers, 
carved  shape  from  sandstone  and 
flesh  from  human  bones. 

The  day  after  death 
is  the  day  before  life — 
womb-bound  again 
I seek  a new  birth 

of  forest,  bird,  water, 
wind,  and  the  earth. 


Diane  Pinkley  ’69 
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LISTEN 


i have  bubbles  for  brains 
and  feathers  for  laughter  . . . 
a heart  to  empty 
and  hands  for  creating 

i’ve  got  words  stuck  between  my  teeth 
and  feelings  somewhere,  everywhere 
deep  inside  . . . 

i’ve  got  nuts  for  food  and 
people  for  loving  . . . 
candles  for  darkness 
and  darkness  for  crying  . . , 

it’s  a touch  of  madness 
but  i have  this  dream  . . . 
to  hold  deep  and  share 
each  moment  of  aliveness  . . . 

have  you  ever  . . . 

will  you  with  me  . . . 


anonymous 


TANGERINE  MORNING 


Sometimes  I wonder,  on  fog-mornings 
(after  a breakfast  of  bacon  and  tangerines) 
what  it  is  I have  that  no  one  wants 
reflecting  on  times 

ennui,  and  Christmas  belled 
and  silences-touched-yours  in  joy 
(was  it  only  mine?) 

but  wet  pavements’  grass  rolled  in  fog  is  cold 
like  yesterday’s  thoughts 
and  makes  it  hard  to  breathe. 

Am  I good,  then,  for  picturing  the  fog-images 

with  me  in  them? 


And  really  nothing  else? 

Self  thoughts,  gray  and  painful,  ask 
what  if  you’re  you? 

What  then? 

And  if  you’ve  loved?  I cry. 


You’re  really  back  to  fog-mornings  that  last  forever 
in  tangerine-moments  wrapped  in  chilled  mist 
a being-you  that  no  one  seems  to  want. 

It’s  all  you’ve  ever  really  had 
and  brought  it  on,  yourself. 

The  cry  once  made  in  love 
is  real. 


Liz  Komaromi  ’71 
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LABYRINTH  OF  THE  MIND 


Sunlight  splintered 
Through  the  prism 
Of  the  eye 
Truth  incarnate 
In  the  pattern 
Of  the  lie 

Wisdom  threatened 
By  the  logic 
Of  deceit 
Peace  concocted 
From  the  chaos 
Of  defeat 

All  things  bending 
In  denial 
Of  their  kind 
Never  ending 
The  labyrinth 
Of  the  mind. 


Judy  Stoll  ’69 


A DIALOGUE 


Straight  down  circular  paths  Supinus  strode, 

Convinced  he  was  on  the  best  and  safest  road, 

On  his  way  to  pass  the  day 

In  the  museum,  his  prized  hideaway, 

To  ramble  among  the  marble  busts, 

The  staid  pictures  of  the  glorious  past. 

Supinus,  oblivious  of  the  must  and  dust, 

This,  his  daily  routine  until  at  last 
A youth-filled  chap  approached  to  ask, 

“How  about  a walk  in  the  air 

To  the  Circus,  the  city,  or  somewhere, 

Where  hearty  men  eat  bread  and  drink  strong  wine 
And  breathe  and  laugh  and  dance  real  fine?” 

“But  I’ve  got  my  crackers  and  water-flavored  wine, 
My  time  to  keep,  my  self  to  save; 

I can  hardly  see  in  the  glare  of  light 
I know  not  the  good,  only  the  right.” 

“Ah,  my  friend,”  the  young  man  replied, 

“The  Circus  goes  on  because  One  is  alive, 

Yet,  you  have  died.” 


Sister  Diane  Kenney,  MMB  *70 
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MORNING-DAY 


chilled  brilliance  of  brushed  sunlight 
blowing,  sun-tossed  hair 
the  length  of  a March  day 

cool,  captured  morning  wind 
splashed 

quicksilver  glint  of  blue 
early  gleam  of  sun-colored  daybreak 
rolled 
in 

NEW 

touched  my  waking-up  eyes 

in  thought-spangled  flecks 
of  unbelievable  joy 
I see 


Liz  Komaromi  ’71 


INVINCIBLY  ELIZA 


There  you  were  one  day 
suddenly 

and,  without  question,  I lived  those  days 
of  you  and  me,  unknowingly, 
in  not  so  much  for  what  we  were 
but  what  we  could  have  been, 
yesterday-moments 

like  the  whisper  of  a touch  in  darkness 
a song  in  concert 
or  the  warmth  of  your  hand 

sliding,  oh-so-briefly,  in  a kaleidoscope 
of  bittersweet  memories 
and  climaxing  in  a dissonant  note 
of  very  bad  timing. 

And  what  you  are 
became  a were. 

I took  the  thoughts  of  you 
and  emptied  them — 

my  mind  was  bare,  and  filling  up  with  hollow  pain- 
I saw  a thousand  questions 
and  all  of  them  were  saying 
why. 

But  questions  are  irrelevant 

to  what  we  shared 

and  soon  I was  laughing 

a greengold  laugh  of  freedom 
twisted  among  the  memories 
and  the  thinking-away  of  you. 

Beloved  Bastard  (my  paradox), 
you  have  become  an  illusion 
(a  mirage  we  saw,  perhaps?) 
in  reality. 

The  entity  is  me. 

And  in  the  end--not  bitterly  at  all  — 
no  answer  is  required. 


Liz  Kornaromi  ’71 


HOPE 


The  life  beat 

erratic 

flirting 

Non-existent  for 
it  was  another 


And  so  my  wick  of  life  flickers 
constantly 
plunging 
into 
a 

cube 

of  uncertainties. 


His  mask  starkly  haunts 
as  his  eyes  penetrate. 

No  cavern  of  safety  for  my  stalked  being. 
Running,  running  . . . 
to  or  from  him? 


A voice 
pain 
endless 

engulfs  my  wick. 
My  cry 

Let  it  be  heard! 

Let 

me 

be 

free. 


S.  Larke  Struben  ’72 
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ANGULAR  MOONS 


Angular  moons 

bring  strange  weather 
as  planets  move  heavily  together. 

The  light  reflects,  for  a time, 

careful  currents  of  fear  as  the  sky  tears. 
Eyes  veiled, 

we  are  lost; 
now  the  last  light. 

And  what  shall  I give  you? 

Plums, 

or  water  running  from  the  hills  - 
this  last  time? 


Diane  Pinkley  ’69 


RIDDLE  ME  THIS 


you  called 

a memory  to  my  mind 
and  I dusted  off  the  pages, 
thinking  of  you  - 
how  strange 

I loved  you  once,  I thought 

but  it’s  buried  now 

a greengold  autumn  memory 

in  the  past  of  my  life 

a triumphant  falling-out  of  loving  you 

and  seeing  you  now 

a glimpse 

like  flipping  pages  through  a book 

twenty  and  thirty  at  a time 

and  I,  growing  without  thought  of  you 

into  a fantasy  daisy-child 

in  masses  of  confusion 

scouring  the  daisy-field  for  meaning 

in  a saccharine  world 

with  absurdity  beneath 

knowing  that  with  you 

there  was  beginning,  of  a kind 

and  asking  you  now,  in  an  almost-question 

that  can  only  be  rhetorical: 

how  would  it  feel  to  finish  a yesterday-happening, 
two  years  ago? 

and  tell  me,  child  of  cynicism 
now  that  you  are  reality 
what  does  it  mean 

to  love? 


Liz  Komaromi  ’71 
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MIRACLE 


i saw  a miracle  today 
i know  i did 

i saw  and  felt  and  breathed  it 
all  alone  - alone  i thought 


but  there  was  Life  where  only  death  could  live 
a bony  leaf 

drenched  with  color 

Life-filled  it  was 


a skylark  cried  out  to  me 
i answered  - i heard 


the  Sun  bent  down  and  held  me  close 

then  i reached  up  and  kissed  the  sky 


god,  i believe  you  are  a god  of  earth 
and  to  live  is  to  get  very  very  dirty 


i wanted  to  die 
you  said 

go  ahead 

but  in  my  way 


and  now  i live 


Sister  Diane  Kenney,  MMB  ’70 


THE  DANCE 


The  air  has  thinned 
to  the  earth’s  edge, 
the  white  line  of  time. 

Nothing  exists  in  this  purity, 
but  the  yellow  length  of  flowers 
and  new  clover. 

Our  flesh  has  long  since  gone. 

We  feed  on  Lilith’s  light 

and  madness, 

slipping  to  silver  unaware. 


Diane  Pinkley  ’69 


HOW  COME 


The  members  of  the 

Housing  and  Urban  Development  Slum  Rehabilitation  Coalition 
were 

certainly  surprised 
to  see 

all  the  little  children 
dancing  on 
yellow  balloons 
all  the  way 

to  heaven. 


Diane  Pinkley  '69 
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WAITING 


I waited 

and  counted  my  time 
I watched  it  go  by 
in  noise  without  sound 
and  - sitting  alone  - 
I drifted  in  quietness 
the  clock 

the  smoking  ashes 
a remembered  song 
wind  and  a train  - 

from  the  coolness  of  a bunched-up  corner 

squeezed  into  a room 

filled  with  my  mind 

and  a brightening  gray 

optimistic  gray 

in  transparent  darkness 

for,  after  all 

and  in  the  end  to  say 
it’s  all  the  same 
looking 

not  for  an  answer 
but  for  a question 
in  the  slant  of  a room 
invaded 


Liz  Komaromi  ’71 
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THE  ANSWER 


Today  I feel  deeply  the  forces  of  water. 

Bending  to  seas  as  currents  wind  wound  me, 

I loosen  in  liquid  rhythm. 

My  body  answers  the  pull  of  tides, 

holding  and  giving. 
What  in  the  sea  calls  to  a woman? 

There  are  rhythms,  each  to  each, 

yet  deeper  forces. 

Water,  a dark  womb,  binds  me  to  birth. 

My  sudden  cry, 

and  your  green  bones,  supple  as  new  willow, 

moving. 

There  will  be  strong  roots  between  us; 
we  are  of  the  earth, 

bound  in  our  bodies  to  the  tides  and  sun. 


Diane  Pinkley  ’69 


anonymity 


The  smell  of  wind  and  spring 

under  the  sky 

the  dust  of  a library  shelf 

daylight  flashing 

in  a window 

scraping  and  knocking 

furtive  chairs 

hollow  slam,  a fallen  book 

rushing  of  thoughts  - 

being  eight  years  old 

side  streets  and  alleys 
and  spring-like  days 
and  running 
the  feel  of  a child 
school-yards 
and  pencils 
and  books 
and  being  alone 
and  watching  a day 
spiraling  memories 
sensing  the  loss,  the 
wondering  awe 

of  anonymity,  eight  years  old 


Liz  Komaromi  ’71 


RISK 


if  she  and  i were 
we 

then  flowers  would  have 
names 

and  balloons  would  be 
our  moon  . . . 
the  sun  could  be 
our  love  and 
we 

(she  and  i) 
could  laugh 
even 

in  our  rain  . . , 
mudding  she  and  i to 
closer  we 
and  growing 
(dirt  is  beautiful) 
then  wind  will  fly 
we  two 
she-i 

only  to  love 
more 

(distance  is  love) 

risk  is  hard 
hurt  never  passes 


anonymous 
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MY  SILENCE  TOUCHES  YOURS 


you  were  a blue-sky  sweep  of  joy 
the  carefree,  sun-brown  warmth  of  a summer  tan 
on  gold  afternoons 
the  laughter  of  being  alive 
and  liking  it 

the  smugness  in  your  very-own  snuckles 
(a  snuckling  charl,  I laughed) 
and  tickles  at  the  water’s  edge 
on  impulse 

and  falling  in;  a cold,  clear  plunge 
(the  push  was  you) 

what  can  you  say? 
it  won’t  do  to  try,  for 

all  of  it’s  never  said,  my  love 
still,  I think  you  know 

my  silence  touches  yours  , . , 


Liz  Komaromi  *71 
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CAMELOT 


Dowager  daisies  rusty  edged  like  tarnished  honor’s  armour 

Blood  yellowed  tunics  turning  twisted  to  blood  brown 

Cities  built  on  daisies’  biers 

And  souls  spit  on  pinnacles  of  primroses 

And 

A smile  pitted  against  it  all 

A wily  lustful  piteous  smile  smeared 

To  tears  to  towers  to  tournaments 

A moment-gentle  smile 

Clashes  with  red  wool  and  purple  velvet 

And  becomes  a pinch  of  white  wool  violet  velvet  joy. 

Feet  are  fetched  to  dance  upon  dead  daisies 
As  the  moon  mounts  watch  over  joy’s  sadness. 


Mandy  Schmidt  ’71 
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SPRINGTIME 


love 

is 

springtime 

and  the  ecstasy 

of  a springtime-poem 

new 

after  nineteen  seasons 
wonder-filled,  and  fragile 
like  the  almost-touch 
of  an  immortal  thought 
deep  in  my  soul 
inexpressible 
and  filled  with  the  joy 
of 

you 


Liz  Komaromi  '71 


GOING  UP 


cold  fear 
crowded 

by  the  irony  of  sunlight 
it’s  not  that  I mind 
I guess 

the  coming  into 

(what’s  called)  my  life 

but 

poets  are  terribly  fragile 

why  am  I afraid 

questioned,  shredded  silence 
was  breaking 

in  wordlessness 
stirred 

by  wide-awake  midnight  firelight 
then 
not  knowing 

what  it  was  I wanted  to  mean 
why 

does  it  always  want  to  mean 

forgetting,  today 
all  but  a cry 

(unsounded,  unwilling  to  wake  sunlight) 
not  holding  me 
waiting  for  me 

icicles-behind-warm 

don’t 

make  me  go  there! 

I've  never  been,  you  see,  but  , . . 

(lost 

could  be  something  I know) 


once 

I was  being  a child 
carefree  Saturday  mornings 
like  kites 

that  played  a melody 
and  all  of  joy 
was  finding  very  me 
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GOING  UP  (cont.) 


I knew  a frog,  then 

we  used  to  fly  our  kites  together 
(was  very  wise  with  kite-flying) 

if  you  go,  now 

I couldn’t  worry  yet 
I 

have  my  kite 

(terribly  fragile) 

still,  it’s  always  going 

up 


Liz  Komaromi  ’71 


WE  MAKE  IT  HAPPEN 


We  make  it  happen  together, 
soft  sounds 

Nothing  else  presses  in  - 
stilled  green  leaves, 

branched  prisons  of  feathered,  falling  birds, 

the  dying  movement  of  water. 

The  air  is  thinning  away. 

We  are  nesting  in  the  sun, 
and  go  no  further. 

Green  rivers  far  below  us  father  red  fields 
while  birds  try, 
and  die, 
to  reach  our 

white  height. 


Diane  Pinkley  ’69 


KNIGHT  IN  WHITE  CONVERTIBLE 


the  day  I can  see  from  my  window 
when  you  drove  through  this  mind 
of  recklessly  lonely  thinking 
my  knight  with  sunglasses  and  a white  convertible 
and  a most  un-chivalrous  philosophy 
disturbing  my  complacent  thoughts 

like  flustered  September  leaves 
showing  me 

what  it  was  like  to  fly 
the  high,  wide  sweep  of  being  air-borne 
and  sharing  a scattered  array  of  ideas 
I told  you  I would  think  about  them  later 
(when  the  moment  was  too  over) 

so  every  once  in  a while,  my  mind  will  find  itself 
in  the  confusion  of  trying  to  grasp  a still-born  thought 
when  what  you  were  and  what  I was  met,  then, 
one  sun-cloud  moment  of  openness  and  truth 
on  a going-away  day 


Liz  Komaromi  ’71 
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CHRISTMAS,  BELLED 


Christmas 

bells:  I love  you! 

Rhythm-richness  corners 
on  the  market 
taste  of  Truth 

I’m  inside-out  free! 
found  in 

such  crackling,  sun-bright  day 

for  “word”  is  charged  again 

and  for  a timeless,  tossing  moment’s  freedom 
declares  itself  (through  me) 
in  me 

and  loving  you  is  richly  belled. 

Those  in  my  world: 

don’t  speak  your  principles  of  love  to  me 
until  you’ve  heard 
the  sound. 

What  can  you  know  till  then? 


Liz  Komaromi  ’71 


MELODY  IN  BLUE 


round 

blue  notes 

tug  my  heartsleeves 
slipping  silver, 
ache  in  sliding  blithe  notes 
like  a kite  in  passing 
wind  and  blue  together 
and  thoughts  in  bending  swirl 
like  wanting 

(tumbled,  tangled  dream-wishes) 
you 


Liz  Komaromi  ’71 


THE  FIELD 


Light  cannot  shield 

the  leathered  bones 
from  sharp  assaults  of  crows. 
Dark  wings  hold  heavily  to 
sleep’s  wild  victim. 

Wrapped  in  weeds, 
the  soft  eye  no  longer  trembles 
at  beaked  shadows; 

The  skull  carries  dreams 

of  green  worlds  and  women. 


Diane  Pinkley  ’71 
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